	Out on the beach, there she stands.  In white, and black, and russet.  She's so lithe!  Thoughtfully, she savors her morning cup of coffee, a translucent open nightjacket tastefully drawn over her small breasts.  The remainder of her legs pass over the bed.  There, she's curvy.

	And further on, at the table where she'd sat to enjoy her eggs given by room service, detour in the tub where she'd taken her morning shower.  There, she's hopelessly motherly and full.  It's one of those days.  She sighs.  Her ringed tail is an obstacle in the corridor.  Couldn't close the room's door.

	She doesn't want to thread herself out like this - it's just so much work to get around furniture.  Reluctantly, she lets herself spill a little more as she goes forward and dips her feet into the ocean.  Cold!  She rears up.  She giggles.  Taken by a flight of fancy, she takes her empty cup and throws it as hard as she can into the sea.

	And when there's nothing more to think of, she returns and lazes around in her bed some more.  Still seven o' clock - hmm, jet lag.  She snuggles her own legs, her feet, kisses her toes.  The breakfast was filling, even for one like her, despite it being just two eggs and some toast.

	An hour later, she opts to put her bikini on and wander to the swimming pool.  She takes just two deck chairs and leaves the others for everyone else to enjoy - she's been well raised, she's polite.  They double-take at the sheathes that begin at her third pair of hips but they are understanding - it's just tough to put on bikini bottoms when your rump has turned into an extension of your body.

	A Mexican vendor walks by, not supposed to be here, trespassing.  He thought he was going to make good business, selling her some bikini tops to cover the six other nipples on her chest, but she'd refused.  They're so understated, almost hidden among her fur, why bother.  With more insistence, she shoos him away.

	She keeps a straight face when she asks for a Sex on The Beach.  The barman, jaded, prepares the drink like anything else.  She leaves a dollar in tip.  Someone else tells her she's walked all over the deck chairs.  She apologizes and carefully moves her ponderous body away.  Some young adult tries to pull her into the pool but she kicks him in instead.  Nonetheless, she tests with a toe - much warmer than the sea.

	As she sighs and leans across the granite counter, she toys with her straw, stirs her drink.  The cold stiffens her nipples, perking up beneath the fabric of her flowery yellow bikini.  Glancing at the crowd, losing herself in what little alcohol she has, she lets off a whimper.  Why bother traveling when all you end up doing is grinding on the armchair back in your bedroom?

	She's tempted to toss her glass, to vent her worries all over again, sick with frustration.  She gets called over for pool volleyball but she shrugs off the invitation.  Having rounded the pool, she rears up, lifts her forward portion above everyone to catch up with the remainder of hourglass shapes on the other side.

	Despite the protests from some, she collapses there.  She'll take more than two deck chairs against the rules and that'll be it.  Glass empty, she yells: "Miami Vice!"  A dollar bill is in her hand, ready to tip whoever brings it to her.  She shall give up and waste her day in hazy, lazy hallucinations.

	Whoever brings the drink is not a waiter, lacking the beige shorts and the navy blue shirt.  "May I?"  A masculine voice, respectful, a hand holding the off-white and red drink.  She lids her eyes, takes it, but does not drink.

	When she saw him standing before her, around the pool, the bar - then across the pool again like a delinquant - and all the way back to the hotel at the far end of the beach...

	She knew he was the one.